The Last Expedition (continued)
3.   THE LAST JOURNEY

This is the most fascinating ideal I think I ever imagined,
to become entirely careless of your own soul or body in
looking after the welfare of others.

E. A. W. (from an early letter).

orb of a world swung below them :
800 miles to go ! No wonder that Scott,
looking back across the immense wastes
of the frozen fields they had striven through,
wrote : c Now for the run home and a desperate
struggle. I wonder if we can do it.'

His fears about stiff pulling both ways from the
88th parallel to the Pole and back were'wel]
founded. The Pole lies 1,000 feet below the
summit of the Plateau. They were pulling up a
steady rise across the undulating surface of whicl:
minute particles of snow, frozen too hard to mel1
with the friction of the sledge-runners, blew hithei
and thither like sand-drifts in a desert; where
also, even when sledging under sail (the tent'i
bamboo support for mast, a Norwegian ski-runne:
for yard, and the floor-cloth for sail), occasiona
blizzards made the picking up of cairns and depot
difficult, and threatened a break-up of the weather
* Wilson and Bowers are my stand-by : I don*
like the easy way Oates and Evans get frost
bitten.'
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